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Dreams of Gold 


Author's Notes: 
Sort of a tribute to this song | love (Fool's Gold by The Stone Roses). | certainly don't own any rights on it and 
used parts of the lyrics for the musical background of this vignette fic. 


| always thought this song would be the perfect trippy song to get high to, so.. Here we go.. 


„Down down down down da down down down.. 


The music and the hypnotizing lyrics danced in his ears. 


Stone was awake now but he hadn't opened his eyes yet. He wasn't sure he had enough strength left in him to 


lift his eyelids. Still, it seemed like it would be a good idea to see what was making him feel so warm. 


Before opening his eyes, though, he turned his head in the direction of the heat. Strangely, it seemed like he 
could see the inside of his eyelids, a fiery and velvety dark red layer. Was it what the inner side of his eyelid 


skin really looked like? He managed to lift his left hand and rub his face. He was trying to wake up a little more. 


He noticed the same music as earlier was playing in the background. 


„Down down down down da down down down.. 


How was it possible? Maybe he hadn't been sleeping. Maybe he had just closed his eyes for a few seconds that 
felt like an hour. Getting high would do that to you sometimes, he acknowledged. 


Stone finally opened his eyes. A bright light stabbed his overly sensitive irises and he would have taken it as a 
real physical blow that'd knock him down if he wasn't already lying on a bed. 


Whose bed was this by the way? 


After squinting for a moment to allow his eyes to adjust, Stone identified the heat source. The sun was setting 
in all its pretentious glory, inundating the bedroom's large double window with a vibrant golden orange glow. The 
guitarist turned his sleepy head a little more, till his cheek made contact with the sleek fabric of the 
bedspread. The sensation gave him goosebumps, mentally-speaking. He was pretty sure he was still too numb 
to physically have goosebumps. He looked at the fabric. He could see how smooth and silky soft it was. 
Probably, he was only feeling it but his senses were tricking him into believing he could actually see 


smoothness. 


„Im watching you sinking 


Fools gold.. 


He was slowly awaking from his lethargic state. All the nerves in his body now started to register the 


sensations. The late afternoon sun rays were warming his naked skin. 

Wait. He was naked? 

A gentle hand stroke across his chest and abdomen seemed to confirm he wasn't wearing anything. Stone 
moved one leg and felt the silky fabric of the bedspread softly brush against his thigh and the back of his 
calf. He was naked down there too apparently. When was the last time he basked in the sun like that? Never 
probably. 


The cd player must be put on repeat, he thought. That explains the song. 


But whose bed was he lying on again? 


Stone's mind couldn't focus for more than a few seconds on anything. He kept on hearing the funky guitar 


rhythms and recurring wah-wah sounds. The music was lulling him back into a comfortable trance. 


„/m standing alone, youre weighing the gold 


Ím watching you sinking.. 

He felt like he was sinking, indeed, but he didn't mind. On the contrary. He wanted to drown a little further into 
the mattress that was apparently melting under him because of the warmth of the tangerine sun. 

Eventually, Stone heard some noise behind him. He turned his head around, proudly noting how flexible his body 
was, his waist and hips twisting towards the right while his neck and head turned towards the left to see what 
was happening on the other side of the room. 


"Still tripping?," a soft voice asked. 

"| hope not. | hope this is the real world," Stone answered. 

Fool's gold.. 

A tall silhouette wearing jeans chuckled and approached, long curly dark hair cascading around a nicely sculpted 
body. 

"Is it your room?," Stone asked. 

The silhouette was now close enough for Stone to recognize a familiar face. 

"Yes, Stone... Its my bedroom and you're sprawled on my bed" 

‘Sorry, Chris," Stone said. 


"No need to apologize. You look stunning like this." 


Stone smiled and closed his eyes. 


.. The gold road's sure a long road 


Winds on through the hills for fifteen days.. 


The bed sunk a little on Stone's left side as Chris sat next to him. A minute - or an hour ? - later, Stone 


opened his eyes again. He watched Chris lean over him. That seemed to remind him of something earlier on. 
"Told you you'd like it," Chris whispered before letting one of his hands run into Stone's hair. 
Stone sighed happily at the contact. 


The song was on repeat. 


„Im watching you sinking 


Fool's gold.. 


Yeah, definitely on repeat. 


